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Challls Wrandall In found murdered in
i a road IioIibu near Now York, Mm. Wran-du- ll

la summoned from tli.i city And Iden-
tifies tho body. A young woman who

wrandall to tho Inn and sub
anquently disappeared. Is suspected.
Mrs. Wrandnll starts back for Now York
In an auto during a blinding snow storm.
On tho way sho meets a young woman In
the load who proves to be the woman
who killed "Wrandall. Foellng that the
Klrl had done her a snrvlco In ridding her
of tho man, who though sho loved htm
deeply, had caused her groat sorrow.
Mrs. Wrandall determines to shield her
and takos her to her own home. Mrs.
"Wrondall hears thb Btory of Hetty Cas-tleto-

life, excopt that portion that re-
lates to Wrandall. This and tho story of
the tragedy she forbids the girl over to
tell. She offers Hetty n homo, friendship
and security from peril on account of the
tragedy. Sara Wrandall and Hetty re-
turn to New York after an absence of a
year In Europe Leslie Wrandall, brother
of Challls, becomes greatly Interested In
Hetty. Sara sees In Leslie's Infatuation
possibility for rovengo on tho Wraudalla
and reparation for tho wrongs sho suf-
fered ot the hands of Challls Wrandall by
marrying his murderess Into tho family.
Leslie, In company with his friend Bran-
don Booth, an artist, visits Sara at her
country place. Leslie confesses to Sara
(hat he is madly In love with Hetty. Sara
arranges with Booth to paint a picture of
Hotty. Booth has u haunting feeling that
he has aeon Hetty before. Looking
through a portfolio-- of pictures by an un-
known English artist ho finds one of
Hetty. He speaks to her about it. Hetty
declares it must be a picture of Hetty
Olynn. an English actress, who resembles
her very much. Much to his chagrin
Leslie is re fmod by Hotty. Booth and
Hetty confess their love for each other,
but tho latter declares that she can never
marry as there Is an insurmountable bar-rl- or

In tho way. Hetty admits to Sara
that sho loves Booth. Sara declares that
Hetty must marry Loslle, who must be
made to pay his brother's debt to the
girl. Hetty again attempts to tell the
peal story of tho tragedy and Bara threat-
ens to strangle her If she says a word.
Bara Insults Hetty by revealing that all
his tlmo she has believed Hetty to havo
nned in her relations with Challls Wran-1- 1.

Later one realises that Hetty Is
Leslie again proposes to Hetty

a Is rcjocted. Hetty prepares tb leave
ra. declaring that after what has hap- -'

pened sho can remain no longer. Hetty
starts for Europe. At sea she receives a
message from Booth that he has started
on a faster steamer and will bo waiting
for her on tho other side. Booth meets
her and accompanies her to London.

CHAPTER XIV. Continued.
When tho night boat from Dover to

Calais slipped away from her moor-
ings that ovening, Hetty Castleton and
her maid were on board, with all tholr
bags and trunks, and Brandon Booth
was suppoBod to bo completely at sea
In tho heart of that glittering London-town- .

Tho night was fog-lade- n and drip--pin- g,

and the crossing promised to bo
unpleasant Wrapped In a thick eea-alst-

Hotty sat huddled up In tho lea
of tho deckhouse, sick at heart and
miserable. Sho roproachod herself for
tho scurvy trick sho was playing on
him, reviled herself and yet plUod her-el-f.

A tall man came shambling down
tho narrow space along tho rail and
stopped directly in front of her. Sho
started in alarm as he reached out his
hand to support himself against tho
deckhouse As ho leaned forward, he
laughed.

"You wore thinking of mo, Hetty,"
said the man.

For a long time she stared at him,
transfixed, and then, with a low moan,
covered her eyes with nor hands.

"Ie It true Is it a dreamt" she
Bobbed.

Ho dropped down beside her and
.gathered her in his strong, eager arms.

"You wero thinking of mo, weren't
you? And reproaching yourself, and

ing yourBelf for running away like
.?' I thought so. Woll, you might
i' as well try to dodgo the smart- -

detectlvo in tho world as to glvo
3 the slip now, darling."
"You you Bplod on mo?" sho criod,
muffled tonce. She lay vary limp in

s arms.
"I did," ho confessed, without shame.

Gad, when I think pf what I might
30 doing at this moment if I hadn't
'ound yo'u out in tlmo! Think of me
jack thero in London, racing about
ilko a madman, searching for you in
ivory "
' "Ploase, please i" sho implored.

"But luck was with me. You can't
got away, Hotty. 1 shan't let you out
pf my'eight again. I'll camp In front

S sy
She Stared at Him, Transfixed.

El:tyour door and you'll soo mo wither
id dlo of sloeplcssness, for one or the
thor of my oyca will alwayB bo open."
Ti'Oh, I am so tired, no miserable,"
iko. murmured. , -

ffPoor JUUo sweothearti"
JIwlsh you would hato mo."
Lie where you are, dearest, and
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kosl, i win noiu you ugni ana
MVM plyou warm. We'ro in for a nasty

cmsfilnx, but it Is paradise for me. I

w&mm a vim mo acugni or, naving you
holding,, you close to mo, feeling
Rwy ' fas. tho wilder tho night
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and oh, I shall always b.oliovp in
fairloB."

A long tlmo afterward tho throbbing
coased, bell-buoy- s whistled and clanged
about thorn; tho sea suddenly grow
calm and llfoless; they slid over it as
If It wero a quavoring sheet of ico;
and lights Bneakod out of tho fog and
approached with stoalthy swiftness.
Bolls rang bolow and abovo them,
sailors sprang up from everywhere and
calls were heard bolow; tho rattling of
chains and the thumping ot heavy lug-
gage took the place of that steady,
monotonous beat ot tho enginos. Poo-pl- o

began to Infest tho deck, limp and
groaning, harassed but voiceless. A
mighty sigh seemed to envelop tho
wholo ehip a sigh of rollef.

Then it was that theso two aroso
stiffly from their sheltered bench and
gave hood to tho things that wero
about them.

Tho channel was bohlnd them.

CHAPTER Xtf,

Rattling Old Bone. -

Thoy Journoyod to Paris by tho night
mail. Ho was waiting for her on tho
platform when sho descended from
tho wagon lit In tho Qaro du Nord.
Sleepy passengers crowded with them
into tho customs department. She,
alono among them all, wao smiling
brightly, as if tho world could bo sweet
at an hour when, by all odds, it should
be sleepiest.

"I was up and on tho lookout for you
at Amlons," ho doclarod, as thoy
walked off together. "You might havo
got off there, you know," with a wry
grin.

"I shall not run away from you
again, Brandon," she said earnestly.
"I promise, on my honor."

"By Jove," ho cried, "that's a re-
lief!" Then ho broke into a happy
laugh.

"I shall go to tho Ritz," sho eald,
attor her effects had been examined
and wero ready for release.

"I thought so," ho announced calm-
ly. "I wired for rooms beforo I loft
London."

"Really, this is ridlc "
"Don't frown llko that, Hotty," ho

pleaded.
As thoy rattled and bounced over

tho cobble-stone- s in a tail-moto- r on
tho way to tho Place Vondomo, ho

tho wholo of his conversation to
the delicious breakfast thoy wero to
havo, expatiating glibly on tho won-
derful berries that would come first In
that moal.
Sho was ravenously hungry by tho
tlmo they reached tho hotel, Just from
listening to his dissertation on chops
and rolls and coffee as they are served
in Paris, to say nothing ot waffles and
hqnoy and tho marmalade that no Eng-
lishman can do without.

Alono in his room, howovor, be was
quite another person. His calm assur-
ance took flight tho instant be closed
tho door and moodily began to proparo
for his bath. Resolution was undi-
minished, but tho facts in the case
wero most desolating. Whatever It
was that stood between them, thero
was no gainsaying its power to influ-
ence their lives. It was no trifle that
caused her to take this second flight,
and tho sooner he carao to realize the
seriousness of opposition the hotter.

Ha made up his mind on one point
In that half-hou- r before breakfast; If
sho asked him again to lot hor go her
way in peaco, it was only fair to her
and right that he should submit to the
inevitable. She loved him, he was
Buro of it. Thon there must bo a very
good reason for her perplexing attltudo
toward him. Ho would make one more
attempt to havo tho truth from her.
Falling In that, he would accept tho
situation as hopeless, for the timo be-
ing at least. She should know that bo
loved her deeply enough for that.

She Joinod him in the llttlo open-ai- r

cafe, and they sat dowu at a table in a
remoto cornor. Thero were few peo-
ple breakfasting. In hor tender bluo
eyes there was a look of sadness that
haunted him, oven as she smiled and
called him belovod.

"Hotty, darling," ho said, leaning
forward and laying his hand on hers,
"can't you tell mo what it is?"

Sho was prepared for tho question.
In hor heart sho know the tlmo had
como when sho must bo fair with him.
Ho observed tho pallor that stole into
hor warm, smooth cheeks as sho re-
garded him fixedly for a long timo bo-for- e

replying.
"Thero is only ono porson in the

world who can tell you, Brandon. It is
for her to decide. I moan Sara Wran-
dall,"

Ho felt a quoor, sickening sensation
of uneasiness sneak into existence. In
tho back of his mind, a hateful fear
began to shapo Itself. For a long timo
ho lookod Into hor somber oyes, and
as ho lookod tho fear that was hateful
took on something of a doflnlto shape.

"Did you know hor husband?" he
asked, and somobow he know what the
answer would be.

"Yob," Bho replied, attor a moment.
She was startled. Her lips remained
parted.

Ho watched her closely. "Has this
this sricret anything to, do with Chal-

lls Wrandall?"
"It has," said sho, meeting his gaze

steadily.
His hands clutched tho edgo" ot the

table in a grip that turned tho knucklos
whlto.

"Hotty!" ho criod, in a hoarso whis-
per. "You can't moan ttint you "

"You must go to Sara," sho cried
hurriedly. "Haven't I told you that she
Is tho ono "

"Wero you in lovo with that Infernal
scoundrel?" ha demanded fiercely,

"Sara knows everything. She will
tell yoW ' "

j r'-V'-o you carrying oa an aJfalr
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enn toll you no more. Why do you
glaro at mo as If I woro the moancBt
thing on earth? Id this love? Ib this
your idea of greatness? Isn't It enough
for you to know that Sara 1b my loyal,
devoted friend; that sha "

"Wait I" ho commandod darkly. "Is
it possiblo that ohe did not discovor
your secret until tho day you left her
houso so abruptly? Does that explain
your sudden departure ?"

"I can answor that," sho said qulot-ly- .
"Sho has known everything from

tho day I mot hor. I havo not said
anything, Brandon, to lead you to bo-llo-

that I was In lore with Challls
Wrandall, Jiavo I?"

His oyes softened. "No, you haven't.
I I hope you will forget what I said.
You soo, I know Wrandall's reputation.
Ho had no sonso ot honor. Ho "

"Woll. I have!" she Bald lovolly.
Ho flushed. "I am a beast! I'll put

It in this way, then: Was he In love
with you?"

"You aro still unfair. I shall not an-

swor."
He was ollont for a long tlmo. "And

Sara's lips aro sealed," ho mused, still
possossed of doubts and foare.

"Until sho elects to toll tho story,
dearest lovo, my lips aro also sealed. I

lovo you better than anything else in
all this world. I could willingly offer
up my life for you, but well, my llfo
does not belong to me. It Is Sara's."

"For hoavon'e sako, Hetty, what is
all this?" he cried in desperation.

"I can Bay no moro. It is useless to
Insist, Brandon. If you can wrest tho
story from her, all well and good. You
will hato mo then, dear love. But it
cannot bo' helped. I am prepared."

"Toll mo this much: Whon you re-
fused to marry Leslie, was your
courso inspirod by what had hap-
pened in in connection with Challls
Wrandall?"

"You forgot that It Is you that I
love," she responded simply.

"But why should Sara urgo you to
marry Lcsllo if thero is anything "

"Hush I There Is tho waiter. Como
to my sitting-roo- after breakfast. I
havo something to say to you. Wo
must como to a doflnlto understanding.
This cannot go on."

Ho was with her for an hour in that
pinched llttlo sitting-room- , and loft her
thero without a vestige of rancour in
his soul. Sho would not glvo an inch
in tho stand alio had taken, but some-
thing immeasurably great in his make-
up roso to tho occasion and ho went
forth with the conviction that ho had
no right to demand more of hor than
sho was roady to givo. Ho was satis-
fied to abide by hor decision. Tho
spell of hor was ovor him moro com-
pletely than ever before.

Two days later he saw her off at tho
Qaro do Lyons, bound for Intorlaken.
There was a complete understanding
between them. Sho wanted to bo qulto
alono In tho Alplno town; he was not
to follow her thore. Sho had reserved
rooms at tho Schweitzerhof, and the
windows of her Bltting-roo- looked
straight up the valloy to tho snow-covere- d

crest ot tho Jungfrau. Sho re-
membered theso rooms; as a young girl
sho had occupied them with her father
and mother. By somo hook or crook,
Booth arrangod by wire for her to havo
them again, not an easy matter at that
soason of tho year. Later she was to
go to Lucorno, and then to Venice.

Tho slightest shred of hopo was left
for Booth. Even though he might ac-
complish tho task ho had set unto him-Be- lt

tho conquest of Sara in respect
to tho untold story ho still had Het-
ty's dismal prophecy that after he
learned tho truth ho would como to
seo why thoy could not bo marrlod.
But ho would not despair.

''Wo'll see," was all that ho said in
response to her forlorn cry that they
wero parting for over. Thero was a
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BELIEVE PIECEWORK IS BEST

Employers of Labor Bring Strong Ar-
gument to Bear In Favor of

That System.

Tho point is otton mado that tho
trade union with its day-rat- o mini-
mum assumes that all ot its crafts-
men are equally efficient and that
they should bo paid accordingly. Em-

ployers are not likely to admit this al-

legation, but sometimes thoy act as it
thoy also beliovod in a dead lovel
among workmen.

The president ot a largo electrical
railway system is consistently opposed
to plecowork or premium systems, not
because of any fear of labor troubles
or the apodal conditions of dloctrlo
railway maintenance, but simply on
tho assumption that no shopman can
possibly bo worth moro than 2 to

2.C0 a day. Tho shop superintendent
of this railway has been ablo to
strongthon hie argument for a pleco-
work system by making a caroful study
of practices in other shops, and ho
has determined that a largo Increase
in tho production of Bomo Jobs could
be brought about by Bomo form ot pre-
mium system. In fact, ho has calcu
lated that tho abolition of the dayJ
rato would produce a not saving or
about twenty per cent in labor cost.
Ho is also convinced that tho piece-
work system would actually rosult la
better workmanship becauso tho pres-
ent day rates aro too low to appeal to
good shopmen. '

This has been tho result on most
roads whero tho plocework Bytslom has
bison Introduced. But It. seems (to take
a long time to ovorcoino tho prejudice
against a workman earning mqre.than
tlw ordinary yrages rff.ii'u H't even

grlmnoss in tho way ho said it that
gavo hor something to cherish during
tho months to como; tho hopo that ho
would como back and talco hor In aplto
of herself.

Ho sailed from Cherbourg on tho
first steamship calling thero. Awako,
ho thought of hor; asleep, ho dreamed
of Challls Wrandall. Thero was some-
thing uncanny In the perslstenco with
which that ruthless despoller of peaco
forcod his way into his droams, to tho
absoluto exclusion of all else. Tho voy-ag- o

homo was mndo horrid by theso
nightly reminders of a man ho scarce-
ly know, yet dreaded. Ho becamo
more or less obsessed by tho Idea that
an evil spell had descended upon him
in the shapo of a ghostly influence.

Tho weeks passed slowjy for Hetty.
Thero wero no letters from Sara, but
an occasional line or so from Mr. Car-
roll. She had made Brandon Booth
promlBO that ho would not wrlto to
her, nor was ho to expect anything
from her. If her intention was to cut
hersolt off entirely from her recent

"Hetty!" He Cried, In a Hoarse Whis-
per.

world and its peoplo, an she might
havo dono in another way by pursuing
tho time-honore- d and rather cowardly
plan of entering a convent, sho was
soon to discover that success in the
undertaking brought a deeper senso of
exllo than sho could havo imaglnod
hersolt ablo to enduro at tho outsot.
Sho found herself moro utterly alono
and frloudless than at any time in hor
life. Tho cbanco companions sho
formed at Interlaken dosplto a well-mea-

reservo served only to
hor feeling ot loneliness and de-

spair. Tho very natural attentions of
mon, young and old, depressed hor, In-

stead of encouraging that essentially
feminino thing called vanity. She
lived as one without an aim, without a
singlo purpose axcept to close ono day
that sho might begin tho next

After a time, sho went on to Lu-

corno. Hero tho life on tho surface
was gayer, and sho was roused from
hor stato of lethargy in splto ot her-
self. Onco, from her little balcony in
tho National, sho saw two ot her old
acquaintances In tho chorus at tho
Gaiety. They wero wearing many
pearls. Another time, eho met them in
tho street. Sho was rathor quietly
dressed. They did not notlco her. But
the prosperous Hebraic gentlemen who
attended them woro not so careless.

Ono day a cord was brought to her
rooms. For tho next two weeks sho
had a truo and unavoidable friend in
Lucerne. It would appear that Mrs.
Rowo-Martl- n had not been apprised of
the rift In tho Wrandall lute. Sho
had no reason to consider tho exclu-
sive Miss Cnstletqn as anything but
the most desirablo of companions. Mrs.
Rowo-Martl- n was not long In finding
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corn of an economical management
as related to shop accounts should not
bo the wages of individuals but the
total coat of maintonnnco per car mllo.

Electric Railway Journal.
t
Tobacco Fools Bears,

As a safeguard against attacks from
angry bears, n veteran trapper recom-mond- s

tobacco in the pockets.
Ho ran into a big cinnamon, com-

ing down tho trail at full spaed. Tho
boar struck him in. the pit of tho stom-
ach with his bead, hurling him into
tho underbrush and sinking his teeth
into hlB thigh. Tho bear's teoth wero
setting doepor, and ho had about given
up when tho bear suddenly lot go, Bat
up on his haunches and began to
strangle, much llko a dog with a bono
n hfs throat Ho continued tho per-

formance for a few seconds, then roso
to his fo3t and started up tho moun-
tain as tost as bo could travel,

Tho trappor discovered a plug ot
chewing tobacco in his pocket had
been ground .to a pulp and wot with
th,o animal's saliva. Tho tobacco had
evldontly mado him so' sick that ho
was glad to let go.

Lower Animals That Weop.
Among tho croaturea that woop most

easily aro the ruminants. All huntors
know that tho stag woops, and wo are
alfi.o assured that tho bear sheds tears
when it noes its lost hour approaching.

Tho glraffo 1b not loss BenslUvo, and
regards with tearful eyos tho hunter
who has wounded It Dogs weep qulto
easily, Tho samo la truo of cortain
monkoyfl. As for the olophant there
is 'abundant evidence 'of the ease with
which It wep. tIt shetlB tears when
wounded, or whoii;lt spea that it can--

not escape' " ro'lf ""

out (though how sho did It, heaven
knows), that Lord Murgatroyd's grand-niec- e

was ho longer tho Intimate of
that Impossible person, Sara Goocb.
Sho couldn't think of Sara Without
thinking of Gooch.

But at last Mrs. Rowe-Marti- n depart-
ed, much to Hotty's secret relief, but
not before sho had increased the girl's
burthens by introducing hor into a
cold-nose- d cosmopolitan set from
which thero woro but threo ways of es-

cape. Bho refused to marry ono of
them, donied another tho prlvllcgo of
making love to her, and declined to
play auction bridge with all of them.
They wero not long in dropping hor, al-

though It must bo said thero was reul
regret among tho men.

From Mrs. Rowo-Martl- n and others
sho hoard that "Mrs. Redmond Wran-
dall and Vivian woro to bo in Scotland
In October, for somobody-or-other'- s

christening, and that Lesllo had been
doing some really wonderful flying at
Pnu.

"I am so glad, my dear," said Mrs.
Rowe-Marti- "that you refused to
marry Leslie. Ho Is a cad. Besides,
you would havo been In a perpetual
state of nerves over his flying."

Of Sara, thero was no nows, as might
havo been expected. Mrs, Rowe-Marti- n

made it very clear that Sara was
a respectablo porson but heavens!

Tho chill days of autumn camo and
tho crowd began to dwindle. Hetty
mado preparations to Join in tho ex-

odus. As tho days grew short and
bleak, eho found herself thinking moro
and moro of tho happy-hearte- sym-
bolic dicky-bir- d on a faraway window
ledge. His llfo was neither a travesty
nor a tragedy; hors was both of these.

Something told hor too that Brandon
Booth had wormed tho truth out of
Sara, and that sho would cover see
him again. It hurt her to think that
whllo Sara believed in her, tho man
who loved hor did not It Is a way
men have.

CHAPTER XVI.

Vivian Airs Her Opinions.
Chiot among Booth's virtues was his

undoviating loyalty to a set purpose.
Ho went back to America with tho
firm intention to clear up the mystory
surrounding Hetty Castleton, no mat-to- r

how Irksome tho delay In achiev-
ing his aim or how vigorous the meth-
ods ho would havo to employ. Sara
Wrandall, to all purposes, held the
key; his object in life now was to in-

duce her to turn 1t in the lock and
throw open tho door fb that ho might
ontcr In nnd becomo a sharer in tho
secrets beyond.

A certain amount of optimistic cour-
age attended him In his cnmpalgn
against what had been described to
him as tho Impossible. Ho could see
no clear reason why sho should with-
hold the secret under tho now condi-
tions, when so much in tho shapo of
happiness was at stake. It was in
this spirit of confidence that ho pre-
pared to confront hor on his arrival in
New York, and It was tho same un-
bounded faith In tho belief that noth-
ing ovil could result from a perfectly
Just and honorable motive that gavo
him the needed courage.

Ho stayed ovitr night In New York,
nnd the next morning saw him on his
way to Southlook. Thero was some-
thing truly Ingenuous in his desiro to
get to tho bottom of the matter with-
out fear or apprehension. At tho very
worst, he maintained, thero could be
nothing moro reprehenstblo than a
passing infatuation, long since dis-
pelled, or perhaps a mildly sinister
episode in which virtue had been tri-
umphant and vico defeated with un-
pleasant results to at least ono per-
son, and that porson tho husband ot
Sara Wrandall.

Pat met him at the station and drove
him to the llttlo cottago on tho upper
road.

"Ye didn't stny long," said ho reflect-
ively, after ho had put the bag up in
front. Ho took up tho reins.

"Not very," replied his master.
After a dozen rods or more, Pat

triod again.
"Just siventeen days, I mako it"
"Seems longer."
"Perhaps you'll be after going back

soon."
"Why should you think that Pat-

rick?"
"Becauso you don't seem to

much Interest In your eurroundln's
here," said Pat loftily. Ho delivered
a smart smack on tho cruppor with
his stubby whip, and pursed his lips
for tho companionship to bo derived
from whistling.

"I suppose you know why I wont to
Europe," said Booth, laying his hand
affectionately on tho man'B arm.

"Suro I do," said Pat, forgetting to
whistle. "And was It bad luck you
had, sor?"

"A temporary caso of it, I'm afraid."
"Well," said the Irishman, looking

up at hlB employer with tho most pro-
found oncouragoment In his wink, "If
it's anny help to you, Bor, I'll say that
I'vo nover found bad luck to bo any-
thing but timporary. find, bollovo me,
I'vo had pllnty of It Mary was dom
near threo years makin' up her mind
to say yls to mo."

"And sinco thon you've had no bad
luck?" said Booth, with a smllo.

"Pllnty of It, begob, but I'vo had
eomo ono besides meself to blamo for
It There's a lot In that, Mr. Bran-
don. Whin a man marries, ho simply
divides his luck into two parts, good
and bad, nnd If ho's llko roost men ho
puts tho bulk av the bad luck on his
wlfo and knpes to himself all ho can
av tho good for a rainy day. That's
what makes him a strong man and
able to meet trouble when it comes.
The beauty av tho arrangement is that
bad luck is only timporary and a wom-
an enjoys talking about It, while 'good
luck is wld us nine-tenth-s of tho time,
whether -- wq (know ft'-'o- hot, ald we
r ' . talk hout W- N, Hi

"HaVo you been quarreling?"
"I havo not," eald Pat wrathfully.

"But I won't any as much for Mary.
Tho point av mo argument is that I
hiivo all tho good luck in bavin' mar-
ried her, and Bho claims to have had
all tho bad luck In marryin' me. Still,
as I said boforo, 'tis but timporary.
The good luck lasts and tho bad don't.
Sho'll bo after tollln' mo eo beforo
sundown. That's llfio all women.
You'll find it out for yoursolf wan o'
theso days, Mr. Brandon, and yell bo
dom proud yo'ro a man and can enjoy
your good luck whon yo got it Tho
bad luck's always fallin' behind yo,
and ye can always look forward to tho
good luck. So don't bo downhenrtod.
She'll tako you, or me name's not
what It ought to bo."

Booth was inclined to accept this
unique dlscourso as a falr-wenth-

sign.
"Tnko theso bags upstalra, Pat,"

said ho on their arrival at the cott&go,
"and then come down and drivo me
over to Mrs. Wrandall's."

"Will yo bo after stayin' for lunch
with her, Mr. Brandon?" Inquired Pat,
climbing over the wheel.

"I can't answor that question now."
"Hlven holp both av us if Mary's

good luncheon goes to waste' sold Pat
ominously. "That's all I have to Bay.
Sho'll tako it out av both av us."

"Tell hor I'll bo hero for lunch,"
eald Booth, with alacrity. From which
it may bo perceived that master and
man wore of ono mind when it camo
to considering tho importance of Mary.

Pat studied his watch for a moment
with a calculating eyo.

"It's half-pas- t cllven now, sor," ho
announced. "D'yo think ye can mako
It?"

Booth reflected. "I think not," ho
said. "I'll havo luncheon first" Where-
upon ho leaped from tho trap and went
in to tell Mary how happy ho was to
bo where ho could enjoy homo cook-
ing.

At four ho was delivered at Sara's
door by the astute Patrick, announced
by tho sedate Watson nnd interrogated
by tho intelligent Murray, who seemed
surprised to hear that ho would not
have anything cool to drink. Sara
sent word that eho would bo down in
fifteen minutes, but, as a matter of
fact, appeared in loss than threo.

She camo directly to tho point
"Well," sho Bald, with her mysteri-

ous smile, "eho sent you back to me,
I see." Ho was still clasping her hand.

"Havo you heard from hor?" he
asked quickly.

"No. But I knew Just what would
happen. I told you it would prove
to be a wild-goos- o chaso. Whero Is
sho?"

Ho sat down beside hor on the cool,
whlto covered couch.

"In Switzerland. I put her on the
train the night beforo I sailed. Yes,
sho did send mo back to you. Now
I'm here, I want tho whole story, Sara.
What la It that stands between us?"

For an hour ho pleaded with her,
all to no purpose. Sho steadfastly re-
fused to divulge tho secret Not even
his blunt reference to Challls Wran-
dall's connection with tho affair found
a vulnerable spot in her armor.

"I shan't givo it up, Sara," ho said,
at tho end of his earnest harangue
against tho palpably unfair stand both
sho and Hetty woro taking. "I mean
to harass you, if yon please, until I
get what I'm after. It Is ot tho most
vital importance to me. Quito ns much
bo, I am sure, as It appears to be to you.
If Hetty will say the word, I'll tako
her gladly, Just as sho ls without
knowing what all this is about But.
you see, she won't consent There
must bo somo way to overrido hpr.
You both admit there is no legal bar-
rier. You toll mo today that thoro
Is no Insanity in hor family, nnd a lot
of other things that I'vo been able
to bring out by questioning, so I am
moro than over certain that tho ob-

stacle Is not so sorlous as you would

Pat Met Him at the Station.

havo mo beliove, Thorofore, I meat
to poster you until you glvo in, my
doar Sara,"

"Very well," sho said resignedly.
"When may I oxpoct a renewal o
tho conflict?"

"Would tomorrow bo convonlontr--'

ho asked quaintly.
Sho returned his smllo. "Como ta

luncheon."
"Havo I your permission to start

tho portrait?"
"Yes. Ab soon as you llko."
He loft hor without foellng that he

had gained an lnoh along the road to
success. That night, in tho gloaming
ot his starlit porch, ho smoked man7
a pipeful and derived thorofrotn a pro-

found estlmato of tho valuo ot tact
and discretion as opposed to bold an.,
impulsive measured In tho handling o
a determined woman. Ho would moke
hasto slowly, as tho paying goes. Many
an unexpected victj y Is gained by
dilatory tactics, orb' d the blow k

jfiT2ick,Rtf tbpsyS' al!-- -

By ALLIE CLAYTON.

The daughter of tho household, aged
eleven, looked up from her book as
tho man callor came Into tho library.

"How do you do, Mr. Dcarmore,"
sho said, getting up politely. "You
might as well take a comfortable chair
becauso sister won't bo down for ages.
Sho is always slow about getting
drosscd and I suppose now sho'll bo
slower than ever because she won't
caro It sho does keep you waiting."

"Woll, why shouldn't sho care, I'd
llko to know?" inquired tho caller with
an assumption of surpriso designed to
bo comic.

Tho young person hitched a little
closer to him in hor eagerness. "I Just
found out!" Bho told him, "tonight. I '
guess they weren't going to toll me,
but sister was so interested In brush'
lng out her switch that sho didn't no-

tlco mo and mother said: 'You might
havo dono better if you'd' moro ambi-
tion, but, thank heaven, you'ro engaged
at last!' And sister said yes, it was
tlmo and she'd havo to mako tho best
of It Why, she's engaged I Don't you
understand?"

"You surpriso me," snld tho caller,
with Interest

Tho young person nodded her head.
"It's awfully exciting to havo an en''
gaged porson in tho family. We nover
had one before. I held my hand over
my mouth to keep from asking right
out who It was, but I know it I spoko
they'd make me go away and then
all they said was that whero the
trooscr was coming from If dad didn't
mako a killing goodness only knew.
What's a trooser?"

"A sort of feminine delirium, I be-

lieve," tho young man told her.
"Wouldn't you llko to read out loud
to mo from your book?"

"Not when I can talk," tho young
person assured him, promptly. "I'd
think it was Bob Samson, only ho
hasn't been hero for ages. He's riding
around a ranch out West now nnd ho
always brought me chocolates and
potted tho dog and waited hours and
hours for sister. Mother told her ono
day for goodness' sake when alio got
her hands on that hugo old Samson
house to burn It down nnd put up an-

other ono with a French gray drawing
room, and other things, but I guess
Bob slipped a cog Bomehow " ,

"Er what?"
"Wellr Aunt Clara said to mother

that a cog In tho wheels must havo
slipped somehow and how did he ever
get away and wasn't it a pity! So I
supposo Bob did it. I always liked bis
chocolates ho brought me Just as
good ones as ho brought sister. Some-
times they try to pass off cheap candy
on me, but I know! Then I feed it to
tho dog.

"I'm glad it wasn't that Siddens
man. He nlwaysalled mo 'llttlo ono'
and patted my head and ho had bron-
chitis and always coughed beforo ho
spoke, and sister snld she didn't caro
if ho was rich, but sho couldn't enduro
a man who wore brown ties and ato
grapefruit with a fork and anyhow ho
gave her tho shivers. That was tho
timo mother scolded so and sister
went to Aunt Clara's for a month.

"I'm surprised at her getting en-

gaged, because she'll havo to havo a
houso and meals then and sho says
picking out things to eat Is simply
awful and sho wouldn't wear her life
away keoplng down tho grocery bills
for any man and ho might 03 well
make up his mind to It Anyhow, sis- -

tor never loses her head, becauso
mother says so, and sho'll make him
too tho mark. Mother says that with
hor sweet smilo sister could make a
man believe whlto was black, but that
seems foolish. Wouldn't you know
black If you saw It?"

"I used to think I was able to dis-

tinguish colore," admitted tho callor.
"But you'ro dlfferont," said the

young person. "It isn't as though you ,

wero one of sister's trailers that's
what dad calls 'em. It doesn't mako
any difference to you. Only I thought
if I told you about it you'd understand
why sho didn't hurry to gut down
hero, now sho's Interested in Ono par-

ticular man."
"Woll," said tho caller, "I'll toll you

a secret. I'm tho particular man!"
Tho young person's eyes bulged.

"Honest?" sho squealed. "Why, I waa
never bo in my
And you nover potted tho dog onco!
My, but you'ro quiet!"

A Muscular Christian.
Archdeacon Hudson Stuck, who

climbed Mount McKlnley, or, as ha
insists it should be termed, tho Mc-Kinl-

peak of Mount Denall, came
from England, and after a. residence
in Texas spent eight or nine years
In Alaska as archdeacon of tho Yukon,
helping Bishop Rowo In his remark-
able missionary labors. Ho has trav-
eled thousands of miles in Alaska on
foot or by dog-sle- usually with only
an Indian boy as a companion, thread-
ing dangerous passes In tho dopth of
tho bitter winter of tho Arctic clrclo,
nnd nt times whllo on his rounds
camping at night on icy slopes with
the thermometer at 70 degrees bolow
zero. Ho has been not merely spirit--

ual counselor and teacher, but also
friend, helper nnd physician to whlto;,
miners and Indian hunters. Woman's

Companion.

Something Accomplished.
"Thon your arctic expedition waa'k

flzzle7"
"Not absolutely. I didn't got cnoughti

material for a two-hou-r lecture, itt.lnj
truo, bnt I think I can break lntoj
vaudeville with a talk."

Profit of Books.
The profit ot books is according t!V

tho sensibility of tho reader.' Theft
profoundCBt thought or passion alpsj
as In a mlno, unless im equal "SH
and heart finds and publisher
Pmni-BiiTi- !

Where?
"Spare my blushes," 'sj'

"Good graciounl" ho ropllod,J
at 11 bid 'ili'ftBJT
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